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NA 


It was after 2:00 AM when the van finally arrived at the hotel. My entire body ached and | couldn't pinpoint 
exactly why. | wondered if | caught a bug at home before we left. | didn't normally feel this way out on the 
road, | had a pretty good regiment down for taking care of myself. 


When | heard the van's door sliding open, | looked up from checking messages on my phone. Again, | caught him 
staring at me. My body involuntarily tensed. Now, it was becoming clear why | felt like this. As | shoved my 
phone into my jacket pocket, | rolled my neck and listened to it crack. With a sigh, | picked up my bag and slid 
out of the van behind Mike. 

Smitty stood just outside the door and repeated to each of us, "Lobby call at eleven tomorrow." 


"Great," | mumbled as we were ushered into the hotel. 


In the hall, | paused, bristling as Chris passed Somehow, again, his was the room next door to mine. | hated 


that he caught me looking at him and | hurried to open my door. 


Inside the room, | dropped my bag on the bed with a heavy sigh as | felt my body begin to uncoil. There was 


no way | was going to be able to keep going like this, even if it was just for another two weeks. After | took a 
hot shower, trying to get my muscles to loosen up, | sat on the end of the bed in my shorts and rolled my 
neck again. | knew this tour was going to be awkward. It usually is awkward every time | see him. | didn't expect 
it to be this bad. Every time | caught his glance, | could see it in his eyes. It was maddening. Moreso because | 


had to remind myself why | would not give in to him. Reliving those memories was never pleasant. 


When | stood up to pull back the sheets and climb into bed, | heard a soft knock on the door. My brain said it 
was probably just Jeff or maybe Mike. The way my heart beat faster told me it wasn't. 


Placing my hands flat against the door, | peered through the peephole and saw Chris standing on the other side 
of the door, one hand leaned up against it. | took a moment to study him without him aware | was looking. He 
looked older, sure, but the Chris Cornell | knew was still in there somewhere. 

| quietly called out, "Go to sleep, Chris." 

"Open the door, Stoney, please?" 

"No." 

"Stoney, | just want to talk." 

| squeezed my eyes closed, hating how my name sounded in his voice. "We can talk tomorrow." 

When | opened my eyes, | peered through the peephole again and watched him inhale sharply and close his 
eyes, lips pressed together. He turned his head and looked directly into the peephole and my soul. "Stoney, 
please?" 

| turned the handle and then quickly turned away, choosing the desk chair to sit down in. Chris pushed the door 
open and stepped through, letting it close with a solid bang which made me jump slightly. He leered at me as he 
moved closer. That's when | remembered that | wore nothing but my shorts. 

"What do you want?" | sighed, taking my glasses off so at least | wouldn't be able to see him clearly. 

"Just want to talk" He sat down on the bed. 

"Fine." | reasoned if | just let him say what he wanted to say, we could get on with our lives. "Talk" 

Only, he sat there in silence. 


‘Chris, it's fucking late. What? What do you want?" 


In that fucking soft, low voice that makes my stomach knot up, he asked, "Don't you miss it, Stoney?" 


| propped an elbow on the arm of the chair and rubbed my palm over my face to stall for a moment while | 


found my voice again. "No, Chris. | don't miss it" 

"None of it?" 

"No. You should leave." 

"But | miss you." 

"No, you don't. Go back to your room, Chris." 

"Yes, | dol" He sounded like a fucking petulant child. That's the Chris | know. 


| looked down and watched my hands fold and unfold the arms of my glasses. "You don't miss me. You barely 


know who | am." 

"So let me learn who you are again, Stoney. | love you!" 

A single, sharp, sarcastic, "Hal" escaped my lips. "You love me? You're fucking serious?" | glanced toward the 
window. My muscles tensed again as | realized how insane this all was. "You don't love me. You can't love me. 
You can't love someone you haven't been with in fourteen years. And even then, all you did was pin me down 


and fuck me. That's your idea of love?" | shook my head. "Thanks, but no thanks." 


He moved too quick for me to react. He was down on his knees on the floor, between my feet. His hands were 


sliding up my bare thighs. "Stoney, oh God," He murmured in that stupid, sexy voice. 
| tried to shove his hands away, tried to bring my knee up, but he leaned into me and caught my mouth with 
his in a messy, awkward kiss. Pulling my head back, | yelled his name and finally pushed him away. | jumped out 


of the chair and stepped around him, going to the door. As | reached to yank it open, | glanced back at him. 


Chris sat back on his heels with his hands covering his face. His shoulders shook. He was crying, for fuck's 


sake. 

| sighed. "Come on, man. Just get out." 
“Stone, | need .." 

"You need nothing. Go." 

"Just listen!" 


Letting the door close softly, | leaned against it, not daring to get close to him again 


It seemed to take forever for him to collect himself, but he started to move, sitting on his ass and leaning 


against the bed. "Do you remember that last night?" He asked without looking up. 
‘Of course | do. | have the scars to remind me," | coolly replied. 
He winced. "I never meant to do that." 


"You were fucked up, Chris. | shouldn't have let you in the door that night, but then you went and .." | couldn't 


say it. I've gone fourteen years without once saying it out loud. 
"Beat you up.” He sounded so matter-of-fact, | wanted to scream. 


"And then some," | added, purposely matching his tone. The bile in my throat threatened to make my voice 


crack. 

"But I'm different now, Stone. l'm better." 
"l'm different, too. I'm smarter." 

"Please? Can't we try?" 


"No! No, we can't try. Fuck you for even thinking l'd consider it” | was made aware of how little | had on when 


he leered again. 
"Still so fucking hot." Chris hissed. He slowly stood, so smoothly and fluidly, and started toward me. 


| froze. My back pressed harder against the door, my palms slid against it. My eyes widened with every step 
he took | could feel my breath coming in shallow gasps. He was right in front of me now, toe to toe. | couldn't 
-wouldn't- lift my gaze to meet his. His hand moved and | flinched, squeezing my eyes closed. "Goodnight, 
Stoney," was whispered in my ear and | felt the door against my back. When it clicked shut again | collapsed to 
the floor on my hands and knees and panted, trying to keep the contents of my stomach from splashing all 


over the carpet. 


